CHAPTER III
Napoleon Offers to Look Out for Louis
THOUGH Letizia waited up until all hours for sev-
eral nights, her son did not come home. It was
about midnight of the fourth day after the call
of the Salicetis that she heard a knock at the door, roused
herself from her doze, and hurried downstairs.
At one side of the entrance was a small iron grille
provided for the inspection of visitors in these days of
feuds; and through this she saw a ragged fellow, one of
the paesani from the hills, cap in hand. In the other was
a letter. "For the signora," he said.
She was disappointed, for she had expected Napoleon.
Still, he might have sent a letter; and she hurried back
for some coppers, paid the fellow, then by the feeble
light of the candle tried to decipher the message. It was
difficult, for her son's script was as nervously character-
istic as his stride.
She managed to make out at last, however, that he
had been blocked in some of his wild schemes for seizure
of the citadel from the royalists; also that old General
Paoli, her husband's old friend, who had so often been
entertained under their roof, had actually sent out orders
for the arrest of the boy. That was what came of siding
with the French, conscientious as his reasons might be.
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